Thief and liar!5 he repeated, as though we had not
heard him the first time.

Roux yelped with rage and tried to spit at him.

'I think. Monsieur Duclos,5 I said, 'that it will be better
if you go upstairs.5

He struck an attitude. 'I will leave the beach. Monsieur,
only when Roux has apologised.'

I was about to argue that the apology, if any, was
due to Roux, when Mademoiselle Martin, who had been
having hysterics in the background, created a diversion
by flinging her arms round her lover's neck and exhort-
ing him to kill. She was removed in floods of tears by
Frau Vogel and Mary Skelton. By this time, however,
Roux had found tongue and was hurling insults at all
and sundry.

'Species of monkeys!'

Monsieur Duclos's calm deserted him. He leaped into
the breach. 'Species of impotent goat!' he retorted hotly.

Mademoiselle Martin screamed. Roux, incensed, focused
his attention once more on his enemy.

'Species of diseased camel!9 he bawled.

'Misbegotten cretin!3 roared Monsieur Duclos.

Roux licked his lips and swallowed hard. For a moment
I thought he was beaten. Then I saw that he was gather-
ing his forces for the coup de grace. His lips worked.
He drew a deep breath. There was a fraction of a second's
silence. Then, with the full force of his lungs, he hurled
the word in Monsieur Duclos's face.

'Bolshevik!5

Given the appropriate circumstances almost any word
denoting a political or religious creed can become a deadly
insult. At a conference of Moslem dignitaries the word
'Christian' could no doubt be used with devastating effect.